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Seldom am I the 
theme of poet's lays; 
Seldom does singer 
warble forth my 
praise; 

My worth's not great, 
my beauty's nothing 
rare, 

Yet some there are 
who think me worth 
their care. 

In peaceful state once 
undisturbed I lay, 
"Til that sad hour, 
that in auspicious day, 
When I was torn 

from peace and balmy 
rest; 

For oh! The helpless 
are ever oppressed! 
Dragged from my 

dark abode by some 
unpolished Wight, 

Yet when my form is 
torn by sharpened 
steel, 

Though by the hands 
of those perhaps 
unused to feel, 

They who unmoved 

the saddest tale can 
hear, 

May turn their heads 
aside and drop a tear. 


